Lotus Tour of Tuscany

The American Flyers and friends, 11 riders plus a support truck, prepare to depart from Milan for Tuscany.

tured the sense of our italian adveniure perfectly.

Editor’s note: What follows is a distillation of Steve Larsen'’s letters to his wife over the course of
the Lotus Tour of Tuscany, a private trip specially designed for the American Flyers. Steve was
kind enough to produce this story, with photos, to share with his fellow tourmates. | felt it cap-

'D HAVE LOVED to spend more time in

downtown Milan. It was a beautiful day,

but I was anxious to get back to the hotel

and hook up with Arthur, Andy and all

my buds. So I headed to the hotel, arriv-
ing back at about 4 p.m.

Beginning about 5 p.m. they arrived, and
I met some people for the first time: Bob
Golant from Chicago, Mike Silecchia from
New York. Bob and Jean Kirby from
Atlanta, Georgia were next, followed by
Rich Marin. Then it was Arthur Einstein,
Andy Forrester and “Seattle Bob™ Meador.
Finally, two brothers from California, Don
and Dave Searle arrived. Dave 1s the editor
of Motorcyele Consumer News, one of my
favorite magazines. After hooking up and
meeting everyone, we all went over to the
place where we'd rent the bikes. 1 was
absolutely thrilled to find that my bike was
a Ducati 900 Monster—but much more. My
bike 1s about three years old and 1s owned
by a guy in Chicago who stores it in Italy. It
1s very much tricked out with carbon fiber
everything, a custom exhaust (great sound-
ing ), more horsepower, race suspension and
a Corbin seat (no room for passengers and
very little padding), in addition to an over-
sized rear wheel that looks just wicked. Best
of all, it’s vellow! It is a real hotrod.

After handling the paperwork for the
rentals we had a safety briefing, and in addi-
tion to learning how to “keep safe,” we

learned that Italy really doesn’t have any
speed limits, and because the drivers are so
good and experienced (most began by rid-
ing scooters and motorcycles before driving
cars), they will let you pass when you come
up behind them. Sounds cool.

We had a quick dinner at a sort of no-
name restaurant with fine but forgettable
food, but everyone from the States was
almost head-down in their soups by 9 p.m.,
so it really didn't matter. Afterward, we
walked to an ice cream shop, had some
gelaro and headed for bed.

Day I of the real trip, the Lotus Tours
“Adventure”: Getting out of Milan, 11 of us
on motorcycles, most of us not accustomed
to the bikes we were riding, following a
small white van filled with our gear was a
real trick, but we did it. The road to Lucca
mostly was getting used to the bikes. It
became apparent very early that the yellow
Monster had a tremendous motor with awe-
some torque. This thing was fast and loud.
And it handled like a dream. The Autostrada
was and 1s not, for me, all that much fun on
a bike. and as soon as we got into the
smaller roads the traffic became much
lighter and a lot more fun.

After we got on the Autostrada for the
second time (we had to, the road we wanted
was closed for some reason), Kaz (Kazim
Uzunoglu, a partner of Burt’s on this trip
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and one of our tour guides) along with Rich
and I headed off in the lead. Rich and Kaz
pulled out and I tried to keep up. going well
in excess of 100 mph, but this meant that we
lost sight of the group behind us. We went
through countless tunnels, which were nice
to look at but a bit frightening given the
changes in light and the speeds at which we
were traveling. We exited and waited about
15-20 minutes for the rest of the group, but
they never came by, so Rich said only one
of two things could have happened: There
was an accident or they took a different
route. Taking a different route was a logical
assumption, as we had discussed an alter-
native in our briefing. In either case, it was
useless for us to continue waiting.

So we went on and spent about three
hours riding at a pretty good rate of speed.
taking advantage of the fact that Italian dn-
vers let you pass, especially the trucks, and
the lack of speed limits. You would not have
been happy about the way we were riding,
and while 1t appeared risky, we were well
within our comfort zones. Rich is a skilled
rider, Kaz is a superbly confident and expe-
rienced rider, and | took my lead from them.
However, we did stop and have a lovely
lunch and did see some nice scenes along
the way—one being a beautiful bridge (see
Photo 2).

Unfortunately, the three of us took such
a long route that it began to get dark and
we got lost going through and around Lucca
on the way to the hotel. We went through
numerous cell phone calls to the hotel and
to Burt, and finally found out that we
were on the wrong highway. There were
two SR12 routes, one was SR12s and one
SR12r. So we ended up at the hotel, after
dark, about 7 p.m., very tired after almost
eight hours of riding, much of it at high and
intense speeds, so we were tired and not 1n
the best of moods.

Things got worse when we found out that
the reason the rest of the group never showed
up was that Bob and Jean Kirby had crashed
on the Autostrada at 65-70 mph. Fortu-
nately, they were not seriously hurt, but
would miss a couple of days of riding.

The hotel room was neat and weird—
wallpaper on everything, great public areas,
but we were there such a short time that [
didn’t spend that much time in the hotel
until the following morning. Dinner that
night was at the hotel, and very much a full-
blown gourmet meal. The kind you would
have loved.

Summary: A great day of riding, trial by
fire, so to speak, on the new bike, very tired
when arriving after dark to our hotel.

Day 2: We left Lucca and 1 ended up in
a group with Rich, Arthur, Andy and Bob
Golant. We took a very long, circuitous






